CAESAR      IN      ABYSSINIA	99
o'clock. An Ethiopian tent is unbearable in this tempera-
ture, and the soldiers of Daggahbur were quartered in the
lay houses of the village. They were moving in as we
moved out.
Seven kilometres out of the town we found the telephone
line lying severed upon the ground. Six old men and a
thorn fence were the bulwark of Daggahbur to the south,
but they were beginning to dig the long trenches which,
in the event, saved it from heavy casualties in thirty air
bombardments.
Hills rose to the left. " There is water there/3 said the
soldiers, " that is the place of Sasabaneh, but there are
no men there." Thirty-four kilometres south of Daggah-
bur. From now on hills, very low and level, flanked the route
to right and left. But there was no relief to the thorns
except where we crossed wide sandy stretches of riverbed
at speed, not to sink axle-high. We stuck twice : AH Nur,
recovered from his asthma, took it philosophically and
cleaned his teeth with a piece of wood. We were on the
edge of the Tug Fafan ; in this strange country the nearer
you are to its spasmodic rivers the sparser is the bush.
The thorn grows thickest where no water can be found at
any time. Seventy-three kilometres: " The wells of Anale,"
said the soldiers, " we will drink and eat."
It was blistering hot.
In the sand I found four water-holes. Moosa went down
and filled all our empty bottles. The men were hungry and
thirsty, with reason.
Most of them had neither eaten nor drunk anything since
we left Jijiga the day before. Ali Nur and the drivers had
only drunk tea with water from the radiator.
His men hauled out their injura, burberi (chillies) and
ghee. Squatting round a wide bowl, they quickly mixed
their meal and took it in their hands to eat. One man kept
watch in the sweltering sun. In their free hands, or in the
crooks of their arms, they kept their rifles. They did not
like to be looked at eating. " This food makes us strong,"
they said, coughing over the chillies but gulping them down.
All watering places of the Somali camels are infected
with a small bug, colourless and difficult to see, called the
Gordit. It is a kind of tick, minute, but in its crabbish,
diagonal way, highly mobile. The soldiers advised me to

